5 "Several times when we went for a walk in Central
Park and M, saw a very old man with a long white heard,
handle-bar mustache and bushy snow-white hair, walk-
ing with n Ktoop, he said; 'There goes Hitler,' He says
he sometimes cannot help believing that 1 litler is alive
and lives with just such a makeup in the very city where
nobody is supposed to look for him-New York."

5 "Late in the afternoon we saw* one of my great idols,
Toscanini, sitting in the sidewalk cafe of the St. Moritz
with an elderly lady, no doubt his wife, and looking out
on Central Park, Apparently it was before some concert,
We watched him for perhaps fifteen minutes. 1 Ie did not
say a word, hut looked into space, sunk in thought, This
is the only time I have ever seen him except in a concert-
hall. His eyes are nor to be forgotten, even without
music,"

$ (From a letter to a woman friend in London) "Being
a music-lover ami passionate concert-goer, you will ap-
preciate this, which M. told me about. At three o'clock
in the morning, many years ago, he came back tired and
sleepy to his hotel room in Vienna, I te undressed and
went to bed. He discovered to his exasperation that loud
and boisterous music was going on in the room just over
his. A piano and a violin apparently trying to outdo each
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